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Tk comicall Hffiorie of 

flowne. That is done to fir, onely couer is the word. 

Loren. Will you couer than fir ? 

Clowne. Not fo fir neither, I know my duty. 

Loren. Yet more quarrelling with occafion, wilt thou fliewj 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inflanr, ] pray thee vnderflanda 
plaine man in his plaine meaning : goe to thy fellowes, hid them 
couer the table, ferue in the mcate, and we will come in to dinner 

Clowne. For the table fir, it fhall beferu’din, forthemeatefir.it 
fhall be couerd, for your comming in to dinner fir, why let it bear * 
humors and conceites ihall gouerne. Exit Clowne. 

Loren. O deare difcretion, how his words are futed. 

The foole hath planted in his memorie 
an Armie ofgood words, and I doe know 
a many fooles that ffand in better place, 
garnillit like him, that for a trickfie word 
defie the matter : how cherfl thou JeJJica, 

And now good fweet fay thy opinion, 

How doofl thou like the Lord Bafanws wife ? 

Iejfi. Pall all expreffing.it is very meete 
the Lord 'Baffamo liue an vpright life 
For hauing fuch a blc/Jing in his Lady, 
he findcs the ioyes of heauen heere on earthy 
And ifon earth he doe not mcane it, it 
in reafon he fhould neuer come to heauen ? 

Why, if two Gods Should play fome heauenly match, 
and on the wager lay two cat tnly women, 

And '7'ortia one : there muff be fomthing elfe 
paund with the other, for the poore rude world 
hath not her fellow. 

Loren. Euen fuch a husband 
hafi thou of me, as fhe is for wife. 

Iejfi. Nay, but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Loren. I will anone, firft let vs goe to dinner ? 

JeJJi. Nay, let me praife you while I haue a Romack ? 

/ oren No pray thee, let it ferue for fable talke. 

Then how fo mere thou foeakfl mong other things, 

1 ihall difgeft it? S 


the Merchant of Venice. 

Iejfi. Well, ilc fet you forth. Exit. 

Enter the ‘Duke , the Magnificoet y AnthcnioyBaJfamo, 
and Gratiano. 

Duk^. What, is Anthonio heere ? 

Atttbo. Ready, fopleafe your grace?. 

Duke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to aunfwcre 
a ftonie aduerfarie, an inhumaine wretch, 
vncapable of pitty, voyd, and empty 
from any dram of mercie. 

Ant ho. I haue heard 

your grace hath tane great paines to quallifie 
his rigorous courfe 5 but fince he Rands obdurate. 

And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 
out of his enuies reach, I doe oppofe 
my patience to his furie, and am armd 
to fuffer with a quietnes of fpirit, 
the very tiranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Goe one and call the lew info the Court. 

Salens, He is ready at the dore, he comes my Lord. 

Enter Shy lo eke. 

Duke. Make roome,and let him Rand before our face. 
Shylocket he world thinks, and I thinke fo to 
that thou but leadeR this fafhion of thy mallice 
to the laft houre of aft, and then tis thought 
thowlt (hew thy mercy and remorfe more flrange, 
than is thy flrange apparant cruelty 5 
and where thou now exafts the penalty, 
which is a pound of this poore Merchants flefh, 
thou wilt not onely loofe the forfeiture, 
but toucht with humaine gentlenesand louc: 

Forgiue a moytie of the principal!, 
glauncing an eye of pitty on his lofles 
that haue of late fohudled on hisbacke. 

Enow to preflea royall Merchant downc} 

And pluck comiferation of this Rates 

from braflie bofomes and rough harts offlints, 

from Rubborne Turkcs, and Tarfcrs neuer traind 
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